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INTRODUCTION. 


"Our  Own  Magazine"  is  not  ushered  into  the  literary  world 
with  any  very  ambitious  objects.  Whilst  the  desire  will  ever  be  kept 
strongly  in  view,  to  make  such  matter  as  shall  appear  in  it  readable 
and  instructive,  it  is  mainly  established  for  the  purpose  of  extending 
to  the  merchants  of  the  principal  cities  and  towns  of  Ontario  the 
advantages  of  the  extended  circulation  of  Mr.  A.  S.  Irving' s  numerous 
periodicals  and  journals,  English  and  American.  A  reference  to  our 
advertisement  will  explain  this  purpose  more  fully.  The  extensive 
periodical  business  done  in  Mr.  Irving' s  establishment,  renders  "  OuB 
Own  Magazine,"  by  its  connection  therewith,  one  of  the  best  mediums 
for  advertising  in  the  Dominion. 

At  the  same  time  the  proprietors  will  steadily  aim  to  make  their 
little  magazine  worthy  of  patronage  on  its  own  merits,  and  well  worth 
the  price  at  which  it  will  be  sold — 5  cents  the  single  copy,  or  50  cents 
for  one  year's  subscription,  including  postage  to  any  place  in  Ontario. 

If  the  Magazine  is  encouraged  as  we  expect,  we  intend  enlarging 
t  to  32  pages  next  issue. 
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THE  TOEONTO  SLEIGH. 

BY  AN  ENGLISHMAN. 


I  was  awoke  from  my  delicious  morn- 
ing  sleep  by  the  tinkling  of  many  little 
bells  ;  tinkle,  tinkle,  went  the  bells,  now 
vibrating  sharp  beneath  the  window, 
now  dying  away  in  metallic  murmurings 
afar  off.  The  bells  were  evidently  mov- 
ing, and  with  rapidity  ;  yet  unaccom- 
panied by  any  other  sound.  What  could 
they  be  ?  was  it  an  illusion  ?  I  became 
distressed  ;  a  ringing  of  bells  in  the  ears 
often  precedes  an  epeliptic  seizure.  Per- 
haps I  was  going  to  have  a  fit ;  I  became 
broad  awake.  Jingle,  jingle,  jingle, 
clink,  clink,  clink  went  the  bells.  I 
rushed  to  the  window,  and  the  mystery 
was  at  once  explained.  There  had  been 
a  heavy  fall  of  snow  during  the  night ; 
and  King  Street  was  filled  with  sleigh's 
gliding  noiselessly  along  the  snow,  while 
the  horses,  covered  with  bells,  warned 
foot  passengers  of  their  approach. 

It  was  a  pretty  sight,  and  I  gazed  upon 
it  for  some  time,  trying  to  remember  the 
first  verse  of  Poe's  celebrated  poem,  till 
a  peculiar  numbness  of  the  extremities 
reminded  me  of  the  scantiness  of  my 
costume.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  I  was 
sitting  in  the  spacious  dining-room  of 
the  Kossin  House,  consuming  buckwheat 
cakes.  My  friend  Pyncheon  came  in, 
and  cried,  rubbing  his  hands,  "  I  guess 
this  is  a  deal  better  than  a  London  fog, 
ain't  it  now  ?  It  don't  snow  in  England 
at  all,  does  it  ?"  I  replied  that  "  it  did 
sometimes."  "Well,  you  can't  raise 
such  snow  as  we  have  here,"  he  rejoined  ; 
"  but  then  this  is  a  real  good  climate, 
anyhow.  It  can't  be  matched  nowhere  : 
that's  generally  allowed." 

"  You  Canadians,"  I  said,  "  boast  of 
your  climate  as  if  it  was  one  of  your 
own  patent  inventions ;  and  if  a  man 
says  anything  against  it,  you  are  much 
put  out." 

Well,"  said  he,  "  that's  so  ;  and  you 
didn't  make  your  face  :  but  if  I  was  to 
tell  you  that  it  was  darnation  ugly,  you'd 
feel  a  sort  of  riled,  I  guess, — now 
wouldn't  you  ?" 

I  was  forced  to  admit  there  was  some- 
thing in  that,  and  asked  him  what  were 
his  plans  for  the  day,  for  Pyncheon  had 


taken  me  under  his  especial  charge,  and 
had  vowed  I  should  see  all  there  was  to 
be  seen  in  Toronto. 

In  reply,  he  announced  he  intended  to 
take  me  for  a  sleigh  drive.  Now  I  may 
here  confess  that  I  am  by  nature  exces- 
sively timid  ;  but  my  timidity  is  not  of 
vulgar  nature.  When  actually  in  the 
presence  of  danger  I  preserve  an  exter- 
nal calmness  ;  what  I  suffer  inwardly  is 
known  only  to  myself.  In  order  to 
avoid  such  disagreeable  sensations,  I 
abstain  from  those  pleasures  and  duties 
which  might  possibly  occasion  them. 
I  do  not  shoot.  I  do  not  hunt.  I  do 
not  sail  under  amateurs  in  yachts  or 
cutters.  I  never  enter  a  sick  room.  If 
I  had  crossed  the  Atlantic  with  the  in- 
tention of  travelling  in  a  country  where 
the  sacredness  of  human  life  is  notor- 
iously disregarded,  it  was  because  I  was 
compelled  to  do  so.  But  because  I  had 
now  entered  semi-civilized  land,  because 
I  was  encircled  by  dangers,  should  I 
therefore  wantonly  increase  them?  on. 
the  contrary,  I  determined  to  be  all  the 
more  careful,  and  I  say  at  once  that  I 
am  in  no  way  ashamed  of  peculiarity — 
if  it  is  one,  which  I  greatly  doubt, — for 
as  other  people  suppose  one  to  be  cour- 
ageous, I  suppose  other  people  to  be 
courageous,  and  perhaps  we  all  deceive 
one  another.  But  to  return — what  is 
this  nervousness,  this  timidity,  this 
cowardice,  if  you  prefer  the  word,  to 
which  I  am  subject?  It  is  simply  an 
implicit,  unswerving  adherence  to  the 
first  law  of  nature.  It  is  a  delicate,  re- 
fined susceptibility  of  the  hostile  agents 
of  the  material  world.  It  is  one  of  those 
qualities  which  distinguish  man  from 
the  lower  animal.  What  is  courage,  in 
fact  blue  rage,  vile  ignorance,  brutal  in- 
sensibility ?  The  basest  beasts  are  cou- 
rageous ;  vermin  are  courageous.  But 
when  we  ascend  to  the  intelligent  ani- 
mals we  find  them  endowed  with  fear. 
The  horse  shies,  the  dog  puts  his  tail 
between  his  legs  ;  Livingstone  assures  us 
that  even  the  lion  usually  deigns  to  run 
away. 

Before    replying,  therefore,  to  my 
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friend's  proposal,  I  carefully  weighed  it 
in  my  mind.  But  sleighing,  I  knew, 
was  not  considered  dangerous,  and  so  I 
said  I  would  be  delighted  to  go. 

"  Very  well,"  said  he.  Mike,"  call- 
ing a  hall-boy,  ''run  round  to  Grand's 
stables,  and  tell  him  I'll  want  my  sleigh 
here  at  three  o'clock  ;  and  my  best  buf- 
falo." 

No  sooner  had  he  pronounced  these 
words  than  the  bison  of  the  prairie's 
sprung  up  befoi'e  me,  as  I  had  read  of 
them  in  a  hundred  books,  with  his  huge 
tangled  mane,  his  small  blood-shot  eyes, 
his  gigantic  hoofs,  his  terrible  branching 
horns.  I  immediately  determined  to  in- 
vent a  pretext  for  not  going  ;  but  to  ar- 
rest suspicion,  began  to  expatiate  on  the 
pleasure  of  novelty,  and  found  it  diffi- 
cult to  imagine  anything  more  delight- 
ful than  driving  a  tame  buffalo.  Pynch- 
eon  stared  at  me  for  a  few  minutes  with 
a  puzzled  look,  and  then  bursting  into  a 
coarse  laugh,  informed  me  he  had  order- 
ed his  bufi'alo  rohe.  Another  vulgar 
abbreviation,  thought  I.  The  Canadians 
are  always  in  such  a  hurry  that  they 
have  no  time  to  pronounce  their  words. 

The  sleigh  was  brought  around  at 
three  o'clock,  and  I  proceeded  to  exam- 
ine the  horse,  with  the  jaunty  air  of  a 
conneisseur,  but  really  to  make  sure  that 
he  was  not  vicious.  More  than  once  a 
certain  look  about  the  horse's  eyes,  or 
bis  manner  of  laying  back  his  ears,  has 
induced  me  to  simulate  faintness,  or 
bleeding  at  the  nose,  in  preference  to 
placing  myself  behind  him.  But  Pyn- 
cheon's  horse  appeared  to  be  spirited 
nothing  more. 

"  A  trotter,  I  suppose  ?"  said  I. 

"  Yes,"  said  he. 

"Fast?"  I  asked. . 

"Pretty  well,  2.45." 

Which  meant,  as  he  afterwards  ex- 
plained, that  the  horse  could  trot  his 
mile  in  two  minutes  forty-five  seconds. 

The  sleigh  was  very  pretty,  shaped 
like  a  shell,  and  exceedingly  light.  It 
only  weighed  seventy-two  pounds, 
which  I  presumed  is  about  the  weight 
of  a  racing  outrigger.  I  stepped  in  ; 
Pyncheon  packed  the  robe  around  our 
legs,  making  one  or  two  ill-bred  remarks 
on  my  mistake,  and  off  we  went.  I  had 
taken  it  for  granted  that  Pyncheon  could 
drive,  and  I  was  not  deceived.  He  was 
a  skilled  whip,  and  there  was  evidently 
a  good  understanding  between  horse  and 
man  that  put  .me  quite  at  my  ease.  I 


leaned  back  in  my  seat,  and  enjoyed  the 
smooth,  swiftly  gliding  movement  of  the 
sleigh,  which  Pyncheon  compared  to 
that  of  a  boat  running  before  the  wind 
under  full  sail.  He  drove  at  a  moderate 
pace,  but  as  we  approached  the  outskirts 
of  the  city  a  sleigh  passed  at  full  speed. 
At  the  same  time  its  occupant  turned 
around  in  his  seat,  and  cast  upon  Pyn- 
cheon a  look  of  half-defiance,  half-recog- 
nition. This  strange  look  puzzled  me. 
I  had  a  moment  of  vague  uneasiness; 
my  self-preserving  instincts  arose  with- 
in me,  and  I  was  about  to  cross-examine 
Pyncheon  about  him,  when,  after  calling 
my  attention  to  the  fact  that  a  trotting 
horse  at  full  speed  is  driven  with  a  tight 
rein,  he  burst  into  a  long  harangue  about 
trotting  parks,  the  mysteries  of  which 
he  had  not  fully  expounded  when  we 
found  ourselves  out  on  the  Dundas  Eoad. 
We  drove  along  the  road.  A  vast  num- 
ber of  sleighs  were  passing  and  repassing 
I  asked  my  companion  where  we  were 
going ;  he  told  me  that  I  would  see 
presently ;  I  asked  him  what  he  meant  ; 
he  replied  by  asking  me  if  I  liked  egg- 
flip  ;  I  said  I  did.  We  were  now  at 
Brockton.  He  pointed  to  a  tavern  at  a 
little  distance,  and  said  we  could  get  it 
there.  We  did  get  it  there,  and  it  was 
very  good  ;  the  beer  and  egg  were  har- 
moniously compounded,and  the  mixture, 
instead  of  being  brewed  over  the  fire,  as 
in  England,  was  heated  by  the  insertion 
of  a  red-hot  poker ;  Pyncheon  having 
remarked  that  it  made  him  feel  "  good," 
resumed  his  seat,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
we  again  started. 

I  now  observed  something  very  pecu- 
liar in  my  friend's  manner ;  it  was  not 
only  the  vivacity  which  might  be  reason- 
ably ascribed  to  the  flip  ;  it  was  some- 
thing different  from  that,  what  it  meant 
I  could  not  conjecture,  but  it  was  evi- 
dently preparation.  Pie  folded  the  buf- 
falo carefully  under  him,  looked  down 
his  coat  buttons,  pushed  back  his  wrist- 
bands, and  settled  his  cap  more  firmly 
on  his  head.  Before  us  lay  a  hill ;  and 
now  I  saw  that  a  regular  avenue  of 
sleighs  was  formed  ;  they  lined  each  side 
of  the  road,  and  moved  slowly  along  like 
carriages  at  a  drawing-room.  In  the 
narrow  space  between  these  lines  a  few 
sleighs  were  passing  seriously.  Pynch- 
eon took  the  middle  of  the  road  and 
went  along  at  a  gentle  trot.  But  now 
there  was  something  peculiar  about  the 
horse  ;  he  had  his  ears  pricked  up,  and 
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his  tail  stood  out  like  a  pointer's.  Some- 
thing was  about  to  happen.  What  could 
it  be  ?  I  became  nervous.  I  spoke  to 
Pyncheon — what  about,  I  don't  know, 
the  weather,  I  think.  He  did  not  reply, 
but  kept  looking  round  him  and  behind 
him,  as  if  he  expected  somebody.  Sud- 
denly the  bells  jingled,  the  man  passed 
us  again,  and  gave  my  companion  a  look 
of  withering  contempt.  A  diabolical 
yell  sounded  in  my  ears.  I  started  and 
stared  at  Ebenezer.  It  was  he.  His 
face,  usually  so  prime,  pilgrim,  fatherly, 
was  convulsed  with  excitement.  "  Yah  1 
Yah  I  Yah  !"  he  shouted,  What  are  you 
waiting  for  ?  push  along,  the-re  1" 

"  Cock-a-doodle-doo  !"  cried  the  other, 
and  flapped  his  arms  up  and  down. 
Then  all  around  us  rose  shrieks,  groans, 
Indian  war-whoops,  cries  of  every  des- 
cription. In  the  midst  of  all  the  horse 
bolted.  I  gave  myself  up  for  lost.  But 
Pyncheon  flogged  the  horse,  and  then 
the  truth  flashed  upon  me — we  were  rac- 
ing^— not  only  the  man  and  Pyncheon, 
but  everybody  inside  the  lines.  Imagine 
a  dozen  sleighs  going  at  railroad  speed 
down  a  narrow  lane  flanked  with  sleighs, 
and  others  coming  up.  We  were  saved 
from  collision  half-a-dozen  times  by 
miracles  of  skill  on  the  part  of  Ebenezer  ; 
but  at  length  I  became  unable  to  observe 
what  passed.    The  bells  clanked  savage- 


ly in  my  ears  with  iron  tones.  I  sa\r 
nothing  but  a  maze  of  men  darting  to 
and  fro ;  the  sleigh  danced  under  me, 
and  dashed  the  snow  into  my  face,  and 
continually  I  repeated  to  myself,  "If 
two  sleighs,  each  going  at  2.45,  strike 
one  another,  to  what  distance  will  their 
occupants  be  thrown,  and  with  what 
measure  of  velocity  will  they  strike  the 
adjoining  vehicles  or  trees?"  But  as 
soon  as  we  had  cleared  the  crowd  my 
presence  of  mind  returned  ;  I  declared 
that  I  was  so  benumbed  with  cold  (I 
really  perspired  at  every  pore)  that  I 
must  walk  to  the  Hotel,  and  rejected 
Pyncheon's  offer  to  drive  me  back,  pro- 
testing that  I  would  not  deprive  him  of 
his  amusement.  When  we  dined  to- 
gether at  the  Rossin  House  that  evening, 
I  declared  that  I  had  enjoyed  myself  ex- 
(^ssively.  But  I  can  say  in  confidence 
to  the  reader  (as  he  does  not  know  me), 
that  although  since  then  I  have  been  in 
some  disagreeable  situations  ;  in  a  Miss- 
issippi boat  with  the  captain  whittling 
on  the  safety  valve  ;  in  a  drinking  saloon 
at  Memphis  when  a  free  fight  was  going 
oa,  i.  e.  everybody  trying  to  empty  his 
revolver  into  his  vis-a-vis  ;  and  shut  up 
alone  with  a  strong-minded  woman  in  a 
stage  ;  yet  never  have  my  susceptibilities 
of  danger  been  so  keenly  excited  as  they 
were  in  that  memorable  ride  in  a  Tor- 
onto Sleigh. 


SELECTED  POETEY. 


HOMELESSNESS. 

How  little  we  know,  oh,  how  little. 
Of  the  depths  of  this  sorrowful  word ; 

True,  we  give  to  those  who're  afflicted, 
When  by  pity  our  bosoms  are  stirr,d. 

But  how  little  we  know  of  tlicir  feelings, 
As  hcartweary  and  sadly  they  roam, 

Lone  wanderers,  sick  and  forsaken, 
Without  money,  of  friends,  or  a  home  ! 

God  pity  the  poor  and  the  homelcrvS, 
And  prompt  us  their  wants  to  relieve. 

And  holp  us  to  ever  remember — 

'Tis  more  blessed  to  give  than  receive ! 


IN  THE  NIGHT. 

I  heard  a  gentle  soul  complain — 

"  It  is  so  sad — ah,  me ! 
All  night  the  dead  lie  in  the  rain, 

While  housed  and  warm  are  we, 

"  I  think  of  them  so  much,  dear  God, 

As  I  lie  on  my  bed — 
How  the  black  wet  soaks  through  the  sod 

On  the  defenseless  head. 

"  Oh,  God  !  it  is  so  strange,  so  sad 
That  such  dread  things  must  be  ; 

Let  me  not  think,  lest  I  go  mad — 
I  leave  them  ail  with  Thee." 
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give  satisfaction. 

WM.  WARWICK, 

WHOLESALE 

Books,  Stationery,  Fancy  Goods  &  Bookbining, 

Warehouse  36  Wellington  Street  East. 

Every  description  of  Blank  Books  made  to  order,  Magazines 
and  other  Letter-press  Binding  promptly  attended  to. 

THE  MERCANTILE  AGENCY, 

FOR  THE 

Promotion  and  Protection  of  Trade, 

Established  in  1841. 

DUN,  WIMAN  &  CO., 

Montreal,  Toronto  and  Halifax. 

REFERENCE  BOOK,  containing  names  and  ratings  of  Business  Men  in  the  Dominion, 
published  semi-annually.  The  New  York  Economist  truly  says,  "  The  Merchant  who  grants 
credit  without  consulting  these  reports,  places  himself  in  the  same  category  with  the  man  who 
refuses  to  avail  himself  of  the  Telegraph  or  Railway,  or  omits  to  insure  himself  against  loss  by 
Fire."  Subscribers  are  also  entitled  to  receive  information  from  any  or  all  of  our  Twenty-Two 
Branch  Offices,  in  the  principal  Cities  of  the  Union  and  the  Canadas.  In  conclusion,  the  Public 
are  requested  to  examine  the  BOOK,  and  investigate  our  unequalled  facilities  to  serve  them. 
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EECONCILIATIOIS'. 


0  Eden  of  feeling  ! — 
Our  meeting  again  ; 

Thy  deep  eyes  revealing 
The  long-endured  pain, 

We  parted  in  madness, 

In  folly,  in  tears  ; 
Ee-united  in  gladness, 

Faith  fairer  appears. 

Once  more,  in  the  rapture 
Of  never-dreamed  bliss, 

We're  held  in  the  capture, 
We're  killed  with  the  kiss. 

You  keep  down  my  lashes 
With  lips  of  perfume  : 

0  sweet  soul !  in  flashes 
My  heart  you  consume. 


The  blood  in  its  blushes 
Imprinteth  each  clasp. 

The  heart  mid  its  hushes 
Cries  out  in  a  gasp. 

For  mercy — one  moment : 

This  agonized  joy 
In  rapturous  foment 

All  sense  will  destroy. 

0  sweetest  of  faces  ! 

Blue-eyed  as  the  sky — 
0  life-tide  embraces! 

Love  over,  we  die. 

But  once  were  we  parted ; 

Now  never  again 
Will  we  live  double-hearted, 

Nor  sever  the  chain. 


MISCELLANEOUS. 


Richard  Doyle,  who  at  one  time  was 
the  most  popular  of  the  illustrations  on 
Punchy  and  who  withdrew  from  that 
journal  on  account  of  its  attack  on  the 
Koman  Catholic  Church,  has,  after  a 
long  period,  appeared  once  again  before 
the  public  in  a  grotesque  and  fanciful 
work,  entitled  "  In  Fairy  Land." 

Doyle  is  perhaps  Ijest  known  in 
in  this  country  as  the  designer  of  that 
laugh-provoking  volume,  The  Foreign 
Tour  of  Brown,  Jones  and  Robinson," 
the  most  popular  series  of  humorous 
designs  of  the  age.  Mr.  Doyle's  re- 
appearance in  the  world  of  art,  has  been 
welcomed  by  Tom  Taylor,  one  of  his 
old  associates  on  Punchy  in  the  following 
very  happy  lines  : — 

NEWS  FROM  FAIRY  LAND  ! 

"  Where  has  Dicky  Doyle  been 

All  this  length  of  years. 
Since  Punch  wept  to  miss,  him 

From  his  merry  peers  ? 

****** 

Now,  at  last,  we  know  where 

Dicky  Doyle  has  been — 
He  has  been  in  Elf-land 

With  the  Fairy  Queen  ! 


Entered  as  Court  Painter, 

On  her  fairy  States  ; 
Painting  her  court-pageants, 

Chronickling  her  fetes  ? 

In  a  word,  depicting 

The  thoughts  and  works  and  ways, 
Ye  manners  and  ye  customs, 

Of  the  world  of  Fays. 

Even  as  for  Punch  he  painted 

Wid  aid  of  Pips,  his  pen, 
Ye  manners  and  ye  customs 

Of  ye  Englishmen. 

Yes,  Dicky  has  been  in  Elf-land, 
And  the  pictures  which  he  took 

The  worthy  Messrs.  Longman 
Have  published  in  a  book. 

And  will  Allingham.  the  poet, 
(Fairy  Laureate  I  suppose), 

Thereof  hath  writ  a  poem, 
That  to  Fairy  music  goes. 

And  I  have  but  one  counsel 

For  all  children,  old  and  young — 

Go  and  see  what  Doyle  has  painted 
Read  what  Allingham  has  sung." 

— Appleton's  Journal. 
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THE  SQUIRE  AND  HIS  WIFE. 

The  squire  had  a  friend  to  visit  him 
on  business,  and  was  very  much  annoyed 
to  be  interrupted  by  his  wife  who  came 
to  ask  him  what  he  wanted  for  dinner. 

"  Go  away — let  us  alone !"  said  the 
squire,  impatiently. 

Business  detained  the  friend  until 
after  dinner  time,  and  the  squire  urged 
him  to  remain  to  dinner.  The  squire 
was  a  generous  provider,  proud  of  his 
table,  and  he  complacently  escorted  his 
friend  to  a  seat  A  little  to  the  surprise 
of  both,  they  saw  nothing  on  the  board 
but  a  huge  dish  of  salad,  which  the  good 
wife  began  quietly  to  dish  up. 

« My  dear,"  said  the  squire,  "  where 
are  the  meats  ?" 

"  There  are  none  to-day,''  replied  the 
lady. 

"  No  meats  !  What  in  the  name  of 
poverty  does  that  mean  ?  The  vege- 
tables, then — why  don't  you  have  them 
brought  in  ?" 

"  You  didn't  order  any," 

"  Order !  1  don't  order  anything,"  ex- 
claimed the  aipazed  squire. 

"  You  forget,"  cooly  answered  the 
housewife,  "  I  asked  you  what  we  should 
have,  and  you  said, '  lettuce  alone.'  Here 
it  is." 

The  friend  burst  into  a  laugh,  and  the 
squire,  after  looking  lugubrious  a  mo- 
ment, joined  him. 

"  Wife,  I  give  it  up  ;  I  owe  you  one. 
Here  are  the  fifty  dollars  that  you  want- 
ed for  the  carpet  I  denied  you." 

The  squire  forked  over. 

"  Now  let  us  have  peace,  and  some 
dinner." 

The  good  woman  pocketed  the  money, 
rang  the  bell,  and  a  sumptuous  repast  of 
fish,  poultry  and  vegetables  was  brought 
in, 

A  few  days  afterwards  the  squire  re- 
mained working  in  his  garden  some  time 
after  the  usual  tea  hour.  His  wife  grew 
impatient  at  the  delay  and  went  to  find 
him.  His  excuse,  when  asked  what  he 
was  waiting  for,  threw  her  into  a  flutter 
of  excitement. 

"  Some  one's  come  to  supper  1"  she  ex- 
claimed. "  Why  didn't  you  tell  me  ?  I 
declare  you  are  the  most  provoking 
man !" 


And  without  asking  which  of  his 
friends  was  expected,  she  hastened  to 
change  her  dress  and  slick  up  her  hair 
for  the  occasion.  This  done,  she  came 
out  and  found  the  squire  seated  at  the 
table  reading  his  newspaper. 

"  Where's  your  company  ?" 

' '  My  company !  I  haven't  any  com- 
pany." 

But  you  said  you  expected  somebody 
to  supper!"  exclaimed  the  indignant 
wife. 

"  My  dear,  I  said  no  such  thing.  You 
asked  what  I  was  waiting  for,  and  I  said, 
'  summons  to  come  to  supper.'  That's 
what  I  was  waiting  for,  my  dear,  and  I 
came  at  once." 

"And  you  have  made  me  go  and 
change  my  dress.  Oh,  I'll  pay  you  for 
this." 

'<No  matter  about  it,  my  dear.  I 
owed  you,  you  remember  for  that  lettuce.' ' 

A  BEAUTIFUL  TURN-OUT. 

Frequei;iters  of  the  Brighton  road, 
during  the  little  sleighing  we  have  had 
this  season,  have  been  delighted  by  one 
whose  novelty  was  only  exceeded  by  its 
beauty.  It  was  a  single  sleigh,  occupied 
by  a  lady  and  gentleman,  and  drawn  by 
a  fine  span.  Both  horses  were  pure 
white;  with  white  harnesses  and  reins, 
the  sleigh  was  white,  and  its  occupants 
were  rigged  throughout  in  white.  The 
gentleman  wore  white  ermine  coat  and 
hat,  and  white  gloves,  and  the  lady  had 
ermine  cloak  and  muff,  and  white  bonnet 
and  streamers.  We  do  not  know  when 
we  have  seen  a  tastier  or  more  attractive 
turn-out.  As  they  flew  past  they  seemed 
like  a  little  scurry  of  snow,  out  of  which 
peeped  two  rosy  faces. — Bostan paper. 

THE  FORGOTTEN  PROMISE. 

A  young  man  and  his  wife  were  pre- 
paring to  attend  a  Christmas  party  at 
the  house  of  a  friend. 

"  Henry,  my  dear  husband,  don't  drink 
too  much  at  the  party  to-day,"  said  she, 
putting  her  hand  upon  his  brow,  and 
raising  her  eyes  to  his  face  with  a  pleas- 
ing smile. 
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J.  W.  BRIDGMAN, 

I»  O  R  T  K,  ^  r  T  I*AIIVTER, 

Life  size  Portraits  in  Oil.    Samples  can  be  examined  at  E.  W.  Laird's 
King  Street.    Studio  39  King  Street  West. 

ADAM,  STEVENSON  &  CO., 

BOOKIS£I.].£R8,  PUBI.ISHERS  ANI>  STATIONERS, 

Wholesale  and  Retail  Book  Importers 

LAW,  THEOLOGY,  MEDICINE,  EDUCATION  &  GENERAL  LITERATURE 

8,  10  &  12,  King  Street  East,  Toronto. 

DUDLEY  &  BURNS, 

j^LAIN    AND   pRNAMENTAL  ^OOK    AND  jIoB  -pi^NTE^S, 

Victoria  Hall,  Melinda  Street,  Toronto. 

Every  description  of  Book  and  Job  Printing  executed  in  a  manner  unsurpassed  by 

any  office  in  Canada. 

Particular  attention  given  to  Printing  in  Colors.    Orders  from  the  country  will 
receive  prompt  attention. 

QUEEN  STREET  BAZAAl 

News  Depot  and^  Variety  Store. 

The  undersigned  begs  to  inform  his  Customers,  and  the  public  generally,  that  he  is 
now  prepared  to  supply  them  with  all  the  latest 

MAGAZINES,  PAPERS,  BOOKS,  NOVELS,  STATIONERY, 

AT  THE  LOWEST  PRICES. 
He  has  also  on  hand  a  large  and  splendid  Stock'  of 

ALBUMS  PRAYER  BOOKS,  HYMN  BOOKS,  BIBLES,  TOY  BOOKS, 

Jewellery,  Toys,  Fancy  Goods,  Lithographic  Pictures,  Perfumery, 
Sented  Soaps,  Portmanteaus,  Needle  Gases,  and  a  large 
Assortment  of  Tissue  Paper. 

He  has  always  on  hand  all  the  latest  English  and  American  Magazines 

Comprising  : 

Bow  Bells,  Young  Ladies'  Journal,  Every  Week,  Boys  of  England, 
Young  Men  of  Great  Britain,  Boys  of  the  World,  Family  Herald, 
London  Journal,  &c.,  &e.,  &c. 

Magazines  delivered  to  any  part  of  the  city. 

A.  BUTI.ER, 

85  Queen  Street  West,  Toronto,  Ont. 
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GEM  CASE  FOR  COUNTERS  OR  WINDOWS. 

This  case  is  made  with  Bent  British  Plate  Glass,  I  to  i  inch  in.  thickness.  Frame  work  is  made  in 
best  Nickle  Silver.  Mirrors  in  doors  to  open  in  back.  This  is  undoubtedly  the  PKiZJii  CAbJi  m 
this  country,  their  being  no  obstruction  to  a  full  view  of  goods  at  first  sight,  i^yery  other  design  ot 
Cases,  manufactured  either  in  America  or  Europe,  made  at  this  Establishment  Counter,  Window, 
Soap,  and  Cigar  Cases  in  Stock. 


W.  MILLIOHAMP'S 
Cold,  Silver  and  Brass-PlatSng  Works, 

No.  80,  QUEEN  ST.   WEST,  TORONTO. 


Olose  and- 


Electro  Silver-JPlating^, 

SUCH  AS 

Carriage  and  Harness  Monntings,  Door-Plates,  Tea  Sets,  Kettles, 
Urns,  Disli  Covers,  Cake  Baskets,  Crnets,  Spoons,  Forks, 
KniTes,  Soda  Water  Fountains,  Plumbers'  Work, 
&c.  <fcc.  &c. 


WINDOW  BARS. 

W.  M.  having  fitted  up  necessary  Machinery,  and  secured  the  services  of  experienced  workmen, 
is  now  manufacturing  every  design  of  METAL  SHOP  FRONTS,  SASH,  and  NAME  PLATES,  of 
the  following  Metals,  viz  .—White  Metal,  German  Silver,  Brass,  and  Sterling  Silver  Plated  :  which 
are  made  of  the  best  material  throughout,  and  competing  in  every  respect  with  foreign  makers, 
cannot  fail  to  meet  the  want  so  long  existing  in  Canada  for  this  class  of  goods.  An  inspection 

solicited.  Price  Ware  List  sent  on  application. 
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"  No,  Millie,  I  will  not,  you  may  trust 
me,"  and  she  wrapt  her  infant  in  a  blan- 
ket, and  they  descended;  The  horses 
were  soon  prancing  over  the  turf,  and  a 
pleasant  conversation  beguiled  the  way. 

"  Now  don't  you  forget  your  promise," 
whispered  the  young  wife,  as  they  passed 
up  the  steps. 

Poor  thing  I  she  was  the  wife  of  a  man 
who  loved  to  look  upon  the  wine  when 
red. 

The  party  passed  pleasantly  ;  the  wife 
descended  from  the  upper  chamber  to 
join  her  husband.  A  pang  shot  through 
her  beating  heart  as  she  met  him,  for  he 
was  intoxicated ;  he  had  broken  his 
promise. 

Silently  they  drove  homeward,  save 
when  the  drunken  man  broke  into 
snatches  of  song  of  unmeaning  laughter. 
But  the  wife  rode  on,  her  babe  pressed 
closely  to  her  grieved  heart. 

"  Give  me  the  baby,  Millie  !  I  can't 
trust  you  with  him,"  he  said,  as  they  ap- 
proached a  dark  and  swollen  stream. 

After  some  hesitation  she  resigned  her 
first-born — her  darling  babe,  so  closely 
wrapt  in  a  great  blanket — to  his  arms. 

Over  the  dark  waters  the  noble  steed? 
bore  them,  and  when  they  reached  the 
bank  th«  mother  asked  for  her  child. 
With  much  care  and  tenderness  he 
placed  the  bundle  in  her  arms,  but  when 
she  clasped  it  to  her  breast  no  babe  was 
there  I  It  had  slipped  from  the  blanket, 
and  the  drunken  father  knew  it  not.  A 
wild  shriek  from  the  mother  aroused 
him,  and  he  turned  just  in  time  to  see 
the  little  rosy  face  rise  one  moment 
above  the  dark  waters,  and  sink  forever, 
and  that  by  his  own  intemperance.  The 
anguish  of  the  mother  and  the  remorse 
of  the  father  are  better  imagined  than 
described. 

HOW  IT  IS  DONE. 

Many  people  "to  fortune  and  to  fame 
unknown "  are  almost  daily  in  the  re- 
ceipt of  letters  from  swindlers  in  various 
parts  of  the  country,  making  them 
tempting  offers  of  fabulous  fortunes  to  be 
made  in  extraordinary  easy  modes ;  and 
the  recipients  of  these  tempting  baits 
wonder  how  the  swindlers  obtained  their 
names.  Nothing  is  easier  of  explana- 
tion. Directories  are  available  for  resi- 
dents of  cities  and  towns ;  and  names 
are  obtained  from  the  country  by  various 
clever  dodges,  one  of  which  is  by  adver- 


tising that  for  the  enclosure  of  one  stamp 
they  will  send  instructions  in  an  art,  by 
the  practice  of  which  ten  dollars  a  day 
can  be  made.  Thousands  answer  these 
advertisements,  and  never  hear  from 
them  again,  and  thus  a  list  of  names  is 
made  up  for  each  city  and  State.  These 
lists  are  sold  to  the  swindlers  for  ten 
dollars  per  thousand.  After  they  have 
used  the  names  they  sell  a  copy  of  the 
lists,  at  five  dollars  per  thousand  names, 
to  other  swindlers,  who,  in  turn,  send  to 
each  person  descriptive  lists,  schedules, 
and  sometimes  "moral'  disquisitions 
upon  their  business.  They  commence 
by  telling  you  that  "  George  Washington 
was  a  lottery  manager,"  and  conclude  by 
saying  that  some  worthless  firm  has 
surreptitiously  obtained  copies  of  their 
lists,  and  that  they  are  the  "  original 
Jacobs  "  and  "only  reliable."  We  warn 
all  our  readers  against  these  swindlers. 
If  you  are  poor  keep  what  you  have, 
and  don't  send  it  to  some  swindler  who 
promises  to  do  impossible  things. 

Wanted  to  know  The  address  of  the 
fire  when  it  goes  out.  Whether  the 
end  of  a  sharp  wind  is  keener  than  a 
cutting  satire.  Whether  a  treble  singer 
does  three  times  as  much  as  another. 
And  whether  a  lawyer  ever  fainted  un- 
der the  burden  of  consigning  a  hoiusc. 


It  is  strange,  but  every  woman's  hus- 
band is  the  very  worst  that  ever  lived, 
until  he  is  attacked  ;  and  then,  "  dear 
fellow,"  he  is  the  very  best ! 


A  verdant  Cape  Codder,  upon  seeing  a 
locomotive  for  the  first  time,  threw  up 
his  hands,  exclaiming:  "By  thunder! 
what  a  great  stove  !" 


A  young  lady  explained  to  her  inam- 
orate  the  distinction  between  printing 
and  publishing,  and  at  the  conclusion 
of  her  remarks,  she  said  :  "  You  may 
print  a  kiss  on  my  cheek,  but  you  must 
not  publish  it." 

What  bar  is  that  that  often  opens  but 
never  shuts  ? — Crowbar. 


"Buy  a  trunk,  Pat?"  said  a  dealer: 
"  And  what  for  should  I  buy  a  trunk  ?" 
rejoined  Pat !  "  To  put  your  clothes  in," 
was  the  reply.  "  And  go  naked  ?"  ex- 
claimed Pat !  "  not  a  bit  iv  it." 
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JOHN  BULL'S 


ANSWBRS  TO 

COXTRIBUTOUS  Al^D  CORBE»PO]VI>EXTS. 


CONTRIBUTORS. 

Erato. — Your  poem  on  "Summer"  is 
well-written — on  foolscap — and  I  may  ven- 
ture the  opinion,  composed  under  one  ;  but 
it  is  so  long  that  it  is  measureless.  The 
rhymes  are  all  very  simple,  and  it  is  so 
good  that  a  very  little  would  satisfy  any- 
body. We  would  print  it  but  the  descrip- 
tive part  is  so  fiery  that  we  must  use  it  for 
stove  purposes. 

D. — Your  historical  tale  is  finely  written 
— in  fact,  so  fine  that  I  can't  hardly  make 
it  out — unless  I  make  it  out  the  window. 
I  find,  however,  that  your  characters  have 
hardly  any  characters  at  all.  This  is  en- 
tirely wrong,  as  morals  should  be  found  in 
all  tails,  except  the  retail.  Your  hero 
sinks  under  water  for  the  third  time  in 
your  second  chapter,  and  you  inhumanly 
leave  him  there  until  the  sixth  chapter. 
This  is  outrageous. 

Spooney. — "Lines  to  my  love  "a  little 
too  soft  and  tender.  "Flowing  raven 
tresses  "  reads  to  us  a  good  deal  like  an 
advertisement  for  some  one's  hair  dye. 
"  Pearly  teeth "  bites  very  much  like  a 
local  notice  of  your  village  dentist.  I 
judge  you  to  be  a  very  young  author — say 
two  years  old — and  can  not  authorize  such 
productions. 

Silas. — You  grow  very  elephant — I  mean 
eloquent — over  a  kiss  a  young  lady  gave 
you,  and  you  have  shown  what  a  fool  she 
was  in  nineteen  verses  of  the  very  worst 
kind  of  Indianapolis  poetry.  You  had 
better  have  kept  on  in  the  barber  business 
and  saved  your  reputation.  I  may  observe 
— as  anybody  will — that  your  poetry  is  in 
good  hands  but  very  poor  feet.  How  sad 
would  it  have  been  if  you  had  died  before 
you  were  born  ! 

Melton  Mowbray,  Yorkville — This  cor- 
respondent sends  a  lot  of  doggerel,  and 
says  it  has  been  regarded  as  very  good  in 
Yorkville.    I  give  a  specimen  in  verse  : 

*'  The  Assynan  came  down,  like  a  wolf  on 
the  fold, 

And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple 
and  gold ; 

And  the  sheen  of  his  spears  shone  like  stars 

on  the  sea  ; 
Where  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  deep 

Galilee." 

There,  that  will  do.  That  may  be  very 
good  Yorkville  Poetry,  but  it  won't  do  in 
Toronto,  It  is  too  smooth  and  blubbering  ; 
it  reads  like  buttermilk  gurlingfrom  a  jug. 
What  the  people  ought  to  have  is  some- 
thing spirited — something  like  "  Shoo  Fly." 
However,  keep  on  practising,  and  you  may 
succeed  yet.  There  is  genius  in  you,  but 
too  much  blubber. 


CORRESPONDENTS. 

Jane. — The  best  thing  to  color  your 
cheeks  is  a  little  bit  of  modesty  spread  on 
thin. 

John. — The  best  thing  for  tight  boots  is 
a  small  foot. 

"Professional  Beggar." — No,  you  are 
not  obliged  to  take  American  silver  at 
par. 

Advice. — One  dollar  per  dose.  If  not 
satisfactory  the  money  will  be  refunded — 
after  a  certain  length  of  time. 

Henry. — The  people  of  Ireland  are  cal- 
led Irish  because  they  are  so  full  of  ire. 
If  that  is  not  it  we  can't  tell  any  more  than 
we  can  tell  why  an  Irishman  and  a  big 
muss  make  a  lover  of  one's  country — Pat- 
riot, or  why  a  yard  span  makes  a  Spaniard. 

Old  Man. — Can't  advise  you  about  the' 
cultivation  of  hens  or  henlings.  They  are 
not  always  on-nest,  nor  do  they  always 
shell  out.  They  lay  the  best  for  us  on  the 
dish.  Cochin  Chinas  are  all  fuss  and 
feathers.  All  our  roosters  turned  out  little 
crows. 

Jason. — The  best  place  to  have  a  boil 
is  in  a  cofiFee-kettle. 

K. — If  you  sustained  damages  on  the 
railroad  don't  sue  for  more  damages.  It 
is  not  always  best  to  trust  in  juries  for 
compensation  of  injuries. 

Hen-pecked. — Wives  rhyme  with  lives 
only  in  poetry,  but  think  better  over  it  and 
fly  back  to  her  fingers,  and  exclaim,  "  For 
all  thy  faults  I  love  the  still — very  still." 

T.  J. — Our  nearest  relations  are  quite 
distant  to  us,  and  those  far  oflF  seem  to  bear 
the  same  relation.  They  all  treat  us  as 
cool  as  a  refreezerator — ^juat  if  they  owed 
ua  anything. 

Jerry, — If  your  sweet  tart  got  offended 
just  because  she  had  to  buy  her  own  con- 
cert ticket,  and  lend  you  money  to  buy 
yours,  we  advise  you  to  have  nothing  more 
to  do  with  her — as  you  probably  won't. 

Washerwoman  writes  :  **Mr.  John  Bull 
can  you  inform  me  when  you  will  pay  that 
little — "  Thunder  !  we  spoil  everything  by 
being  in  a  hurry.  We  didn't  intend  that 
should  come  in  the  regular  list  of  inquiries, 
but  such  inquiries  seem  to  come  in  pretty 
regular  somehow.    That's  all  to  day. 

JOHN  BULL. 


OUR  OWN  MAGAZINE. 
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Is  now  the  Leading  Machine 


In  the  Dominion  of  Canada. 

This  proud  position  it  has  attained  through  its  inherent  good  qualities. 

These  qualities  are 

Simplicity, 

Durability, 
Elegance, 

Adaptability, 

Besides  a  score  more  of  equal  importance.    For  full  particulars 
Address  the  Manufacturers, 

WILSON,  BOWMAN  &  CO., 

*  Hamilton,  Ont. 

Agencies  are  to  be  found  in  all  the  principal  Towns  and  Villages  of  the  Country. 
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WHEELER  &  WILSON'S 

siiiENT  motion; 

SEWING  MACHINES. 


By  Special  Appointment 

TO  HIS 

H.  R.  H. 

The  Princess  of  Wales. 

The  only  honor  of  the 
kind  ever  conferred  upon  a 
Sewing  Machine  house. 


OVER  70 
PEIZE  MEDALS 

Have  been  awarded 

THIS  MACHINE, 

Including  the  only 
GOLD  MEDAL, 
Paris,  1867. 


Over  70,000  Sold  in  one  year,  ending  December  31st,  1869, 

An  increase  of  sales  unparalelled  in  the  history  of  Inventions. 

CATALOGUE  POST  FREE. 

C.  A.  WALTON,  General  Agent, 

85  King  Street  West. 


DIXON  BROTHERS 


"TO  &  King^  St.  A^est^  Toronto, 


Mamifacturers  of  First-Class  Carriages  only.  All 
work  guaranteed  to  give  perfect 
satisfaction. 


\ 


